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DRURY LANE. 


Monday.—Merchant of Venice, and Jack 
Cade, or Harlequin and Duke Hum- 
phery. 

Tuesday. Two Gentlemen of Verona. 

Wednesday.—Every One has his Fault 

Thursday.—Merchant of Venice. 

Friday. — Two Gentlemen of Verona. 

Saturday. — Every One has his Fault 

The Pantomime every evening. 





Shakspere’s beautiful dramatic poem 
of The Two Gentlemen of Verona 
has been played several times at this 
theatre, acted by those scenes that 
have imparted such a great charm to 
the Shaksperian revivals. The pro- 
duction of this drama reflects the 
highest credit on the management, 
each character being admirably sus- 
tained and admirably balanced, every 
part having its due importance, and 





no character being made so promi- 
nent as to give it the appearance of 
the star system—a system which 
has gone so far to shake the founda- 
tions of the drama. By selecting 
such characters as Valentine, (the 
kindly feeling of whose nature was 
beautifully sustained by Macready,) 
he at once shows that he has the real 
interest of the drama at heart, that 
he is not actuated by selfish motives. 
By setting his own shoulder to the 
wheel and descending to minor parts, 
he gives an example to his company 
which we have no doubt will be fol- 
lowed individually by all. Miss El- 
lis, from Bath, plays Silvia with 
care, but in a cold manner, which 
contrasts strongly with the warmth 
of passion and intensity of feeling 
displayed by Miss Fortescue in her 
assumption of Julia, In this single 
character our great poet may be said 
to have reached perfection. A more 
beautifully conceived or more deli- 
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cately painted character could hard- 
ly be found in the whole range of 
the drama, and Miss Fortescue at 
once raised herself to the higher 
walks of the stage by her exquisite 
delineation of this devoted girl. 
Some part of the audience rewarded 
her with applause, but the greater 
part gave a more real mark of appro- 
bation in tears. 

Keeley is without doubt the Clown 
of Shakspere’s; he identifies him- 
self entirely with the character, and 
by his infinite humor and quaintness, 
combining shrewdness with stolidity, 
produces one continued 
laughter when ever he appears on the 
stage. His fellow clown, Speed, is 
also very well played by H. Hail, 
whom we are glad to see on these 
boards. All the minor characters 
are well sustained, and the play is 
announced for repetition three times 
a week until further notice. Who 
will not go to see it? 

The Pantomime is now performed 
with great care, and every trick tells 
well with the audience. Mr Smith, 
as Harlequin, exerts himself to the 
utmost, and makes the opening part 
as Jack Cade very funny compared 
with the first night’s performance, 
Howell is a good Pantaloon and evi- 
dently understands his _ business. 
Montgomery, as Clown, gets more 
used to the stage, which is larger 
than any he has been accustomed to. 
He is the most honest clown we re- 
member; we do not recollect him 
stealing a single article ; we can only 
account for it by his being so near 
Bow Street Office. Miss Frood, as 
Columbine, is active and graceful; 
her dancing is very elegant. The 
houses have been very good. 


COVENT GARDEN, 
Monday.—Midsummer Nighi’s Dream. 
Tuesday.—Norma. 


Wednesday. — Wives as they were and 
Maids as they are. 


roar of | 
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Thursday.—Norma. 

Friday.—Wives as they were and Maids 
as they are, 

Saturday.— Norma. 

The new Pantomime of Guy, Earl of 

Warwick, or Harlequin and the Dun Cow, 
every Evening. 
It cannot be denied that whatever is 
produced at this theatre the utmost 
attention is paid both as to scenery, 
dresses, decorations, and appoint- 
ments of every description, and we 
feel great pleasure in awarding every 
praise on such occasions. Neverthe- 
less, we must confess that there is a 
great dearth of novelty here at pre- 
sent; we were in hopes this week to 
have recorded some observations on 
Miss A. Kemble in a new opera, 
which has been so long promised ; 
Norma having been played upwards 
of thirty nights to very full houses, 
it is true; and although broiled pi- 
geons are very good, still they be- 
come no treat after a certain period. 
We make these remarks with-pure 
good wishes to the fair lessee, and 
hope ere we go to press to sce the 
bills underlined with a new dish, 
and we feel assured that whatever it 
may consist of, coming from so 
able and experienced a caterer as 
Madame, it will be sure to be relish- 
ed. Great alterations have been 
made in the Pantomime since the first 
night; it now goes off with great 
eclat, and is as full of fun as almost 
any that have preceded it, all the 
actors engaged in it exerting them- 
selves to the utmost. The music is 
both appropriate and pretty. 

On Wednesday Mrs. Inchbald’s 
comedy of Wives as they were and 
Maids as they are was revived, Miss 
H. Faucit made her appearance here 
for the first time these three years, in 
the character of Lucretia. She was 
welcomed by much applause and 
played the character admirably ; she 
will be a great acquisition to the the- 
atre. The comedy went off with 
great eclat. 
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HAYMARKET 


Since Mr. Macready has withdrawn 
himself from these boards Mr. J. 
Wallack has been taking the lead in 
tragedy, and, we are bound to adinit, 
with much sueeess. His Othello we 
think is now decidedly the best upon 
the stage; since we last saw him in 
this character he has wonderfully 
improved: he is softencd down in 
the soliloquies, and rivets the atten- 
tion in a manner that cannot fail to 
please. Much has been said about 
this gentleman in melo-dramatic 
parts ; those who wish to see him to 
advantage will do well to witness his 
Othello. Mr. Stewart is a clever 
actor ; his Iago is not without me- 
rit, but he is too hurried in his in- 
tonation; he does not seem as if he 
was studying any intent of purpose. 
His acting is that of a man who had 
already formed his plans; they cer- 
tainly do not ‘‘ come like bird-lime 
from his pate.” Miss Faucit in Des- 
demona, was tender, affectionate, and 
pathetic, and elicited great applause ; 
it was everything that could be de- 
sired, 





OLYMPIC. 


A Pantomime at this house is a 
novelty :—We really feared for the 
success of the usual Christmas fare, 
provided for the entertainment of the 
audience by the liberal and enterpris- 
ing managers; but we have been 
agreeably surprised, and can safely 
pronounce the pantomime of Riddle 
me Riddle ree, to be one of the fun- 
niest and most laughable that has 
been seen for many years; not that 
it boasts of any very splendid scenery 
nor of any tricks of ingenious me- 
chanism, but there is fun, there is 
mirth, there is agility, and above all, 
there is a Clown.—One would sup- 
pose, from our laying so much stress 
on the latter, that Clowns were a 
searce article, and so they are—we 
are convinced everybody who has 
been to the Olympic will coincide 
with us that Mr. T. Matthews’s Clown 


, 





is the best in London—We cannot 
imagine how he could have escaped 
the ar gus eyes of our large theatres. — 
But no matter, he is at his post, and 
glad are we to welcome him again on 
the metropolitan boards, Whenever 
he appears on the stage (and in what 
scene is he not the most prominent 
feature?) a universal roar proclaims 
the mirth he promulgates—what a 
thief! and what a glutton! Mutton 
pies are devoured by the dozen, and 
then the look of agony at discover- 
ing the dead cat at the bottom of the 
basket—such a look is worth a whole 
series of dioramas :—Then his capa- 
cious pockets! and his tender nurs- 
ing of the stolen babies !—with 
what grace does he feed the dear little 
innocents, venting his impatience by 
sundry whacks and thumps.—tHis 
good nature too is boundless, and 
deserving of every praise: with what 
gusto does he sing three comic songs, 
one after the other, responding to 
the call of the audience with good 
temper and right merry humor.—He 
is thesoul of Pantomime ; the mantle 
of * Old Joe” has fallen on his shoul- 
ders, an he does not disgrace it. 
fle is remarkably well supported by 
the Pantaloon, a Mr. Thompson, 
whom we do not recollect to have 
seen before—he also appears one of 
the old school, and his Pantomime 
is of amore legitimate nature. ‘The 
plot of the opening is as puzzling as 
a riddle is supposed to be, and the 
solution of the puzzle is only dis- 
covered when the transformation 
takes place; the masks, however, 
were very droll, and there was a 
good sprinkling of pretty fairies, 
lighted up with blue and green fire. 
We are then introduced to our old 
friends, Harlequin, Mr, F. Sutton, 
who took several surprising leaps ; 
two Columbines, one a very spright- 
ly and neat little dancer in the person 
of a Miss Wright; and the other, 
’yclept Harlequina, with a fanciful 
and quaint patchwork dress, by Miss 
G. Lebatt, and the two gentlemen 
above named, The real fun then 
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commences, and is kept up through 
a succession of most amusing and 
laughable scenes, with several hu- 
morous hits at passing events. A 
huge leek opens and exhibits a minute 
Prince of Wales, who, with compla- 
cent dignity bows and kisses his 
hands to the delighted audience; 
then a circulating library shows its 
circulating influence ; a Guy is blown 
up; avisit is made to the man in the 
moon ; the fasting man is also brought 
forward and disappears in a huge 
bottle of Reading Sauce. Altogether 
the Pantomime is replete with jokes, 
and the best proof that they were 
palateable was in the constant ap- 
plause of the audience, who really 
owe their thanks to Mr. G. Wild 
for his spirit and liberality in engag- 
ing the best Clown of the season. 


SADLER’S WELLS. 


We owe this pleasant little theatre an 
apology for the very slight notice we 
passed on the Pantomimic doings 
last week, and we are glad to have 
had an opportunity of again visiting 
this temple of Pantomime to record 
the wondrous glories that are dis- 
played within its portals. Though 
the Pantomime cannot compete with 
either of the two great theatres in the 
splendour of its scenery and costume 
it more than rivals them in the genu- 
ine fun of its pantomime. The open- 
ing is remarkably droll, and the 
scenes whimsical and laughter mov- 
ing in the extreme. The subject is 
the pretty fairy tale of Cinderella, 
burlesqued to the very height of ab- 
surdity, and the expression of the 
grotesque masks so ludicrously iden- 
tified with the different characters of 
the piece that it is impossible to wit- 
ness them without being convulsed 
with laughter, Prince Lovesick, a 
sort of overgrown Billy Lackaday, 
dressed like Hamlet, and admirably 
burlesqued by Collyer, is a most 
amusing personage, and the heroine, 
the fair Cinderella, is beautifully 
sustained by little Richardson, who 





trips it on the light fantastic toe, with 
captive graces and most charming 
elegance! The hall of chivalry, 
where Cinderella is transported by 
the benevolent fairy, when being 
equipped for the ball, is an exceed- 
ingly beautiful scene ; and the trans- 
formation of the rat audience into 
the coachman and footmen, evinced 
great mechanical skill:—this scene 
is recetved with immense delight by 
the juveniles. ‘The mirth and gaiety 
of the harlequinade are admirably 
sustained by J. W. Collyer, as Har- 
lequin; Mrs. J. W. Collyer, as Col- 
umbine; Jefferini, as Clown; C, 
Fenton and Stilt, as Rowley Powley. 
‘We suppose the gentleman to be a 
brother of the celebrated contortion- 
ist at Drury Lane. The hits of the 
political and remarkable events of 
the past year are numerous, most 
excellent and very effective. In fact 
all the jokesare new and the tricks 
all original; every one has its due 
point and hits the audience so as to 
exclaim ‘“ a hit, a palpable hit!” 
Perhaps one of the best is John 
Bull’s residence and the Exchequer 
office, which affords an opportunity 
for throwing off a series of telling 
jokes:—John Bull coming out 
whitewashed, after paying for war 
with China £5000,000, Prince Al- 
bert’s kennel £5000, royal nurses, 
royal caudles, &c. is an amusing 
illustration of practical caricature, 
and does infinite credit to the con- 
cocter of this Pantomime. A scene, 
in which a house is turned upside 
down by the introduction of two 
quiet wives, is also well managed ; 
in fact, were we to particularise every 
scene (and they are most numerous,) 
and every trick, (and they are all 
well chosen,) we should fill up more 
space than we can willingly afford ; 
but, nevertheless, we strongly re- 
commend all parents who wish to 
amuse their children, to hasten to 
Sadier’s Wells and they will be re- 


| warded with one of the best panto- 


mimes that has ever been seen, even 
at this house. How Mr. Honner 








can | 
dutie: 
achie 
be a 
tions 


Mr. . 
quist 
theat 
nesse 
last } 
of hi 
now 

obsel 
best 

persc 
racte 
and ° 
amu: 
intre 
shire 
forge 
sleig 
and 

new. 


The 
Mr. 
som 
of b 
spec 
be k 
An 

will 
the 

ther 
Lon 
and 
fron 
the 
fres 
pan 
fect 
ring 
Clo 
we 

the 
littl 
kee 
as ] 
thu 
thre 





Sa = YY VS 


a i i 


—_— ew wee wee eee See |UmUTlUCU hr lUmPlC 


i 


TO ae 








THEATRICAL JOURNAL. 13 


can have discharged his onerous | 


duties, we know not; he has indeed 
achieved wonders, and deserves to 
be amply repaid for his great exer- 
tions. 





STRAND THEATRE. 


Mr. Jacobs, the celebrated ventrilo- 
quist and conjurer, has opened this 
theatre with great success. We wit- 
nessed this gentleman’s performance 
last year and had occasion to speak 
of him in high terms, and we have 
now the pleasure of adding to our 
observations that he is certainly the 
best ventriloquist of the day; he 
personates eight or ten different cha- 
racters in a very laughable manner, 
and what makes the performance so 
amusing is the different dialects he 
introduces — Irish, Scotch, York- 
shire, the West country, and not 
forgetting the real Cockney. His 
sleight of hand is also very good, 
and many of the tricks are entirely 
new. 


ALBERT SALOON. 

The proprietor of this establishment, 
Mr. Brading, ever anxious to give 
something new, has engaged a stud 
of horses at a greatexpence, and the 
spectacle of Timour the Tartar is to 
be brought out with great splendor. 
An alteration is in progress which 
will give thirty feet more in extent at 
the back of the stage, so that it will 
then be the deepest of any theatre in 
London. We anticipate great things, 
and no doubt, if we are to calculate 
from what we have witnessed before, 
the result will be magnificent. Some 
fresh scenes have been added to the 
pantomime, which increases the ef- 
fect every time we see it. P, Her- 
ring is a great favorite here; his 
Clown is of the old school, which 
we fear is going out of fashion with 
the younger branches, who think a 
little tumbling only is necessary to 
keep up the character. T. Andrews, 
as Pantaloon, bears the bumps and 
thumps very good humouredly, and 
throws the harlequin about like a 





shuttle cock. Great credit is due to 
Mr. Roe, the principal carpenter, 
who has the management of the sce- 
nery. The nautical drama of Tom 
Starboard is to be produced next 
week, and other novelties.—See the 
advertisement. 

THE DEMON ARCHITECT. 
Written expressly for this work. 
Although the architect was annoyed 
at this sudden interruption, he felt 
convinced of the justice of the re- 
mark and effaced his plan, immedi- 
ately commencing another upon the 

sand. 

But he had no sooner completed a 
new one than the same sharp and 
sneering voice muttered, ‘* This is 
the Cathedral of Rheims.” 

“Indeed, so it is,” said the artist ; 
“ T wish I had staid here and seen no 
other cathedrals, for there is but one 
Creator, and that is God.” 

“ And Satan !’’ exclaimed the old 
man in a voice that chilled the blood 
of the architect. 

But the architect continued his 
work, and, aided by the approbation 
of his mysterious companion, com- 
pleted another design, when he was 
again interrupted, 

** You have travelled a great deal, 
friend ?” 

“‘ Why so?” said the artist. 

* You have travelled far and near, 
I see; you have been to France, 
thence proceeded to England.” 

“ Why so,?” said the architect. 

“ Because this,” pointing to the 
sketch, “‘ is the plan of the Cathe- 
dral of Canterbury,” answered the 
stranger, 

The artist sighed heavily, for the 
remark was just and terrible; he 
therefore angrily passed his foot over 
the sand, and turning to the old 
man, said pettishly, 

“ Here, take my stick and give 
me an example, and | will acknow- 
ledge you an artist of first-rate abili- 
ties.” 

‘“* With pleasure,” said the stran- 
ger, taking the stick, and indulging 
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in a silent laugh; then, diawing 
upon the sand, he gave birth to such 
original designs, so bold, yet so ele- 
gant and correct, that the artist ex- 
claimed, 

** Oh, I see; we are fellow labor- 
ers and brother artists.” 

“ Rather say that thou art the 
scholar and I the master,” was the 
cold reply. 

‘1 am willing to avow the fact,” 
answered the artist; ‘“* but give me 
greater proofs of your skill—give 
me a further scintillation of your 
genius by filling up this outline.” 

‘** No, no more at present,” replied 
the stranger. 

“* Why so?” said the architect. 

** Because you would see my plan, 
and take it from me, and use it as 
your own,” 

** But are you also engaged to 
build a Cathedral 2” 

** Perhaps I may be.” 

** Which is it, and in what city?” 

“ The Cathedral of Cologne.” 

“What, mine, the one I am to 
build.” 

* Thine!” said the stranger. 

“ Yes, mine; I am the architect.” 

* And have youa plan?” said the 
old man, sharply. ° 

“* 1 hope to have one,” was the 
answer. 

** Well, I have mine,” coolly mut- 
tered the stranger, “ and the Arch- 
bishop shall choose between us.” 

The poor architect turned pale and 
trembled with agitation. 

“ Oh ho!” chuckled the stranger, 
* you're alarmed, eh! you're afraid 
lest you should have to restore the 
purse of gold given to you as part of 
your wages.” 

The architect saw that it was get- 
ting dusk, and he became anxious 
to return to the city, but before leay- 
ing the spot he addressed his rival, 

“* Finish the sketch you commenc- 
ed, and l’ll reward you with the 
contents of that purse,” 

The stranger laughed, and draw- 
ing from his breast a small leathern 
pouch, he opened it, and placed be- 





fore the artist’s astonished eyes the 
most dazzling and brilliantdiamonds, 
the smallest of which was worth a 
whole kingdom. 

The architect immediately saw that 
it was entirely out of his power to 
buy over this man, and he felt con- 
vinced of the decided superiority 
over him, Whilst gazing intently 
on the ground, the little old man 
was playfully sketching, and with 
perfect ease, further outlines of the 
same magnificent building that the 
architect knew he would be lost by 
coping with him. Driven to mad- 
ness, he resolved to obtain by vio- 
lence that which he could not obtain 
by fair means, and rushed upon his 
rival, placing his dagger upon his 
breast, 

‘* Now finish this plan, old man, 
or you die!” 

No sooner had he uttered these 
words, than he himself was felled 
to the ground by an invisible blow, 
and his own dagger was darting be- 
fore bis eyes glittering in the hands 
of his intended victim and glancing 
towards his heart. 

* Ah! ah!” screamed the old man 
in a croaking voice hoarse with ang- 
ry passion. ‘ Dastard, cowardly 
villain and murderer!!! Well, weil, 
there are still more souls in this 
world.” 

“ Kill me,’”’ gasped the architect, 
** but don’t mock me.” 

* | do not wish to commit mur- 
der,” coolly murmured the success- 
ful artist. 

“Then give me your plan, be my 
friend, my benefactor;” earnestly 
pleaded the artist, 

** Perhaps I may,” was the answer, 
“but on one condition only, and 
that is—rise first and listen,—we 
cannot talk thus; come, come, let 
us be friends, sit down near me and 
listen to my propositions.” 

The artist rose, looked 
and humiliated, and said, 
are you, mysterious man?” 

* Whoam I! are you very anxi- 
ous to know ? well thenI’ll tell you.” 


abashed 


* Who 
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The artist becamealarmed, but his 
curiosity overcame his terror. 

“You have heard of the Tower 
of Babel, of the Garden of Semira- 
mis, of the Coliseum of Rome ?” 

** Yes,” replied the artist. 

“ Well then, I built those edi- 
fices.”’ 

** Then you must be Satan,” ex- 
claimed the poor artist, terror-strick- 
en. 

“ Even so, and at your service,” 
grinned the demon, 

“ Vade retro,” screamed the ar- 
chitect, making the sign of the cross. 

The laugh of the evil one was sud- 
denly checked; a flash of lightning 
illumined the gloom of dark; a sul- 
pherous flame darted from the earth 
and swallowed up the figure of the 

DEMON ARCHITECT! 


TO MR. MACREADY. 


Oft mid the din of battle (‘tis averr’d) 
Above the roar, a whisper may be heard; 
Thus o’er the tumult of the living sea, [thee: 
That heav’d and swell’d with joy to welcome 
1 heard a sound too fine for human speech, 
In its most sweet approval, e’er to reach : 
Lo! in the circle dignity hasdrawn, [dawn, 
Round thee—there stood, as gentle as the 
The spirit of Shakespeare! He with holiest 
mirth, 
Smiled on a scene denied to him on earth, 
Gave to thy brows the amaranth to wear, 
And rose to heaven to wait his kindred there, 








TWELFTH NIGHT. 
(NOT SHAKSPERE’S) 

Miss Miffins was a blooming nymph, 

Of almost half a century, 
Who long had griev’d her book of life, 

To keep by single entry. 
She’d once a quiver full of Beaus, 
Stokes, Nokes, Tibbs, Nibbs, Hill, Till, 

Fox, Knox; 
But never Mister Right. 


In fact she was a leetle proud, 
And loved to play and park it, 
And so, like many another fair, 
She’d over-stood her market. 
The Baker woo’d her once,—oft, 
At eve love’s tale would tell her, 
But all she said to him was this,— 
** Begone you kneady feller!” 
The Pieman too, had tried his luck, 
But there again her pride 
Stood in her way, she couldn’t bear, 
To be a Tartar’s bride. 
The man “ wot drives the pleasure wan,” 
Had loved her to insanity, 
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But, as she said, ‘‘ What’s pleasure? stuff! 
And Wans is nought but wanity!” 


The miller next, in honey’d words, 
That love so promptly teaches, 

Assail’d her heart, But “come,” said she, 
** None of your flowery speeches !”” 

The clothes-man too, although a Jew, 
Desired to be her beau ; 

But finding Phillis look so cold, 
Returned to his “ Old Clo.” 


The Pawnbroker had also shewn, 
A flatUring predilection ; 

But “ No,’ said she, ‘* Dont look to me 
For Pledges of Affection.” 

Thus all the men, she jilted them, 
And one reply they got: 

She’d rather live without a tie— 
But now—she’d rather knot. 

So, one ‘Twelfth night—that is, sixth— 
She went the cakes to view ; 

Like all the world, who feel, that day, 
A cake—oethes too. 


Of course, the boys soon pinned her fast, 
(No greater plagues on earth ! ) 

And her poor gown became the vic- 
Tim of their boy-st’rous mirth, 


A cracker, too, by sad mischance, 
And while with fear she panted, 

At one fell bounce transfixed her flounce— 
Though not the Spark she wanted. 


A Hero bold who stood close by, 
Quick to her rescue flew, 

And tore away the flaming robe— 
Her pocket vanished too, 


She went into a fit—so strong, 
That two young tailors swore 

They’d never seen in all their lives, 
So tight a fit before. 

The swain into whose arms she’d fall’n, 
When to herself she’d come, 

Seeing that she was “ all abroad,” 
Begg’d he might see her home. 

Arriv’d, they talk’d of this and that, 
Love, War, and Heroes dead, 

A Soldier he—a man of rank, 
(And file he might have said) 

A Polish Count, a Knight Grand Cross, 
K. X. and Q. E. D. 

Grand Master of the Blood-red Dirk, 
And R. O. G. U, E. 


In fine, to make a long tale short, 
He tickl’d her ambition, 

And soon at church persuaded her, 
To altar her condition. 


Then off she wrote to all her friends, 
Anne Smith and Cousin Cole, 

To tell them allthe news, how she 
Was tied to a great Pole. 


But, oh! pride, pride must have a fall; 
Her oa he socn got through ; 

And then, one mizzling Michaelmas day, 
The Count he mizzled too. 

And ever since, on fair Twelfth Night, 
A wand’ring foim is seen, 

A female form, and this its cry; 
“Vota Twelfth Cake I’ve been,” 











Chit Chat. 


Liverpool Theatricals——The holiday 
makers in Liverpool have plenty ef oppor- 
tunities of indulgence at this time of the 
year. The Theatre Royal is open. One 
of the new lessees, Mr. Anderson, ** The 
Great Wizard of the North,”” givesa por- 
tion of his entertainment and a Concert 
d'Hiver. The Liver has been beautifully 
decorated and embellished ; the style is 
costly and very chaste; the prevailing co- 
lours—white, green, and gold. The in- 
terior has been rendered one of the most 
elegant, perhaps, in England. A capital 
company is engaged, including Mrs. Way- 
lett, A. Lee, Balls—the sprightly Balls— 
Mrs. Garden, and Tilbury, Mr. and Mrs, 
Raymond, both adding their abilities to 
strengthen the pieces played; the houses 
have been capital. At the Amphitheatre, 
Ducrow is drawing crow1s every night. 
Ifolloway’s Sans Pareil is also doing good 
business, Several exhibitions of pictures, 
statuary, and other matters are also open. 

We are sorry to hear that Mr. Wallack 
is so seriously indisposed as to be unable 
to attend to his professional pursuits. 

Thames Tunnel.—We have been favor- 
ed with a view of this wonderful under- 
taking, and it gives us great pleasure to 
see the rapid progress that has been made 
in the space of a month: the present en- 
trance is on the Surry side of the river, 
close to Rotherhithe church. The shield 
has now reached the shaft at Wapping, 
and the total length of the tunnel is 1172 
feet: no person should omit seeing this as- 
tonishing work of art; the admission is 
one shilling. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


A Tragedian.—We never omit to notice 
every actor either at the Majors or Minors 
if he has a shade of ability. We are sorry 
we cannot entertain the opinion of our cor- 
respondent in this particular, 

AnAmateur.—Wait upon Kenneth, Brydges 
Street, 

A Subscriber.—Mr. Hudson, now of Drury 
Lane, is from the Dublin stage. 

H.B.—There is a separate staircase for the 
characters he mentions at Drury Lane, 

J.A.—If the trick for the pantomime has been 
purloined in the manner described, it isan 
act no honorable man would be guilty of. 
We are sorry we caunot interfere in the 
matter. 

Dramaticus.—Send the M. S. and we will 
give our unbiassed opinion. 

A Reader.—Vhe first gentleman was born 

March 3rd 1793, and played at his father’s 

theatre atthe earlyage of 18. The second 
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gentleman was born in August 1794, and 
performed at Astley’s Amphitheatre, when 
a boy of 8 years old. The lady is 27 

A Countryman.—Mr. Rayner isa Yorkshire- 
man, and was born in 1789. 

W.S.—We never heard the lady’s name be- 
fore, we are certain she never played in 
London at a licensed theatre by that na me 

Information.—Is informed, we send thirteen 
copies which we call a quarter, for ls. 8d. 
If we pay the postage, 2s. 9d. 

To our Readers.—Orders for our publication 
may be given at the office, to be sent to 
any part of the country, by paying a quar- 
ter in advance, Is. 6d. it we pay the 
postage, the quarter will be 2s. 6d. 





All communications for the Editor to be 
forwarded to the Printer, post paid. 





ADVERTISEMENTS, 





Madame Tussaud’s 
Baker Street. 


(COMMISSIONER LIN and his 

“CONSORT, modelled expressly for this 
exhibition by Lamqua, of Canton, with the 
original magnificent dresses, jewellery, &c., 
obtained at a great risk, and brought over by 
a gentleman, to whom a reference can be 
given; the only figures of the kind ever ex- 
hibited in Europe, Also, just added, the 
Princess Royal in her beautiful cot, with the 
robes of George the Fourth, designed by him- 
self at a cost of £18,000.—Admittance one 
shilling. Open from eleven till dusk, and 
from seven till ten,—Madame TUSSAUD 
and SON, Bazaar, Baker Str, Portman Sq, 





Royal Albert Saloon. 
SHEPHERDESS WALK, CITY ROAD. 


ICENSED pursuant to Act of Parlia- 
ment. H. BRADING, Proprietor. 
The pantomime has been considered the most 
striking and effective for years. It has night- 
ly received the highest encomiums from 
crowded and delighted audiences. Each 
evening a varied concert; ‘lerpsichorean 
gala, and a change in the dramatic enter- 
tainment, comprising the King’s Fool; 
Kugene Aram; Dogof Montargis; Obi, &c. 
Mr. E. Edwards and Mrs, Ismay in the first 
piece. ‘l'o conclude with the new and uari- 
valled comic pantomime of HARLEQUIN 
The FAIRY of The DOG STAR, with the 
best pantomime company in London. Clown, 
Mr. Paul Herring. Great preparations for 
the horses, who willshortly appear. Prices, 
&c. as usual, Director, Mr. 1" Jones. 
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